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Heroin to me. 


Author's Notes: 

Hey y'all, the fact that there's only one Germs fic was so tragic so | wanted to add my contribution !! | made 
Darby kinda helpless and easy to be taken advantage of, you'll see in his dialogue. This is supposed to take place 
shortly before he took his life. Pat seems kinda manipulative but it's all in good fun. Also it's kinda short but 
that's all my ADHD will allow me to do >_< TW// drugs, mentions of death/suicide, possible emotional 


manipulation and the f-slur. 


Love is a strange thing. It can feel like you're on top of the world, but also makes you feel like you want to 
tear your own skin off. It hurts, but it hurts in a good way sometimes. 


"You could kill me, and I'd thank you for it" Darby murmured as he stared up at Pat. Darby's head was laying 


in Pat's lap, and Pat was running his fingers through the lead singer's unevenly bleached hair. 


"| couldn't kill you even if | tried, Darby. l'm not a murderer, | wouldn't murder my best friend even if | was 


one," Pat scoffed, "Don't say shit like that, Jan" 


Pat didn't ever use Darby's birth name unless he was serious. Darby hated when Pat got serious, and he 
hated when Pat used his birth name. his birth name reminded him too much of his father, or the guy he 


thought was his father before he discovered he wasn't. 


"Are we gonna be friends forever, Pat?" Darby sighed as he looked up at Pat who was pre-occupied watching 


crowds of teens drunkenly stumble by. 


Pat didn't turn his gaze to Darby, he just smiled slightly at his words, "Of course, forever and ever. My 
favorite memories were built on you, Darby Crash. We're making a new memory as we lay here on the 


sidewalk, watching the drunks, and the punks, and the new wavers go to their respective places." 


"If | died tomorrow, would you cry for me?" Darby asked. His face held no emotion, not a look of sadness, nor 


anger, nor frustration He looked almost peaceful, thinking about the possibility of his own death. 


Pat rolled his eyes to cover up his concern, "Are you planning to kill yourself ? Darby, you already know the 


answer to that. | would probably never leave my house again if you died. Don't do anything rash, please?" 


Darby rolled over and buried his face in the crotch part of Pat's pants. It didn't turn Pat on Darby usually did 
it for comfort and there was never any sexual intent. Pat felt a wet and warm feeling on his crotch, and 


heard Darby trying to hide his tiny whimpers and loud stuffy nose. 


Pat allowed him to cry, a mixture of tears, snot and drool gathered on his pants. Pat wasn't disgusted by it at 
all. It made him think about the pain, and suffering Darby endured. The pain and anxiety of getting on stage and 
having to hurt yourself to make money. He felt bad that Darby felt he needed to be drugged up to the point 


he couldn't remember his own name, in order to set foot on stage. 


Its okay, Darby. There's nothing to cry about. I'm right here, I've always been" Pat cooed quietly, he rubbed 
Darby's back and tried to shush him like a mother would calm her fussy baby. 


I'm sorry, Pat." Darby whimpered. He lifted himself up from laying on his best friends lap and leaned against 
the brick wall of the building behind them. Darby never apologized What happened to poor, blatant, and 
unapologetic Jan Paul Beahm? 

Darby was prone to meltdowns when things weren't going his way. How could Pat blame him? Darby was truly 
suffering. Getting beer bottles thrown at you, and getting into fights with someone from the audience would 
cause him to have a breakdown too. 


"You don't need to apologize Darby," Pat hummed while putting an arm around Darby's shoulder, "I get it” 


Darby leaned into Pat's gentle touch and soon began to feel like he was dozing off. Crying can really wear a 
person out, it makes you look gross, and your eyes get all puffy. 


"| love you, Pat. More then | should, and it makes me sick. My stomach hurts all the time, and | can't sleep," 


Darby said his tone flat and his eyes slightly closed, "| think about you even when I'm shooting up to try and 
forget you. Please Pat, let me be. | can't have you, and its hard. Please Pat." 


Those words hit Pat like a drunk driver in a first generation Mustang. Darby loved him? Surely not in the 
friendship way if Darby was this distraught over it? He knew that Darby was openly bisexual, so why was it 
so difficult for Darby to like him or to want him in a way too intimate to be said out loud? 


Pat could Listen to Darby's whimpers and cries all day, whether they were from pleasure or pain. They 
reminded him that on the inside Darby was still a little boy that was devoid from attention and care from his 
parents. He liked hearing Darby cry, in a sickening way. He liked seeing Darby looking helpless, with puffy eyes 
and bruised lips. He liked feeling the codependency that he and Darby shared. 


"| love you too, Darby. | love us enough for the both of us. | know you don't think you're worthy of love, but | 
can fill that place in and teach you how to love yourself" Pat murmured while kissing the top of Darby's head. 


Darby sighed and started to play with one of Pat's hands, "Pat, will you be mine? It's hard to stay away from 
you, Ill do anything." 


Pat hummed and pretended to think about it, just to see the look of fear and embarrassment on Darby's face. 
Pat already knew the answer though, he loved Darby with his entire being ever since they were young teens. 


"Of course, Darby." Pats said softly, "I love you so much, you bastard. l'm always here for you, and maybe one 
day we can get married. If not, I'll just buy a ring and we can have our own shitty little wedding.” 


Darby's eyes widened and sparkled at the thought, "We can invite Lorna, Don, maybe even Belinda. You think 


President Carter will wanna come?" 


Pat snickered, "We can send an invitation, but if he can't come he's missing out anyway. Too busy being a 


presidential fag." 


Pat pushed Darby off him and got up. He reached a hand out so he could pull Darby up as well. The lead singer 
and his guitarist lover walked hand in hand down the street. They weren't really sure where they were going, 


but anywhere else was better then sitting on the dirty California sidewalk. 


Love is no easy street. It can be filled with manipulation, lies, heartbreaks, and cheaters. But they were perfect 


for each other, entirely dependent on each other. 


